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Kicking Game, Iraq, 9/11, Everything Else 

Coach Carr Says " Tremendous" A Lot 
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Girl Across Hall 
Singing "Blossom" 
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John Navarre also caused the Great Depression 


WASHINGTON- Much maligned 
Michigan quarterback John Navarre 
took another hit yesterday when 
Senate Majority Leader Tom Das¬ 
chle (D-SD) attacked him for CIA 
and FBI negligence in the weeks 
and months leading up to the Sep¬ 
tember 11 th terrorist attacks. Navarre, 
already under fire for the Michigan 
football team’s disappointing 
offense, defense, and special teams 
despite his steadily improving play, 
refused to comment on the situation, 
probably because he’s so goddamn 
indecisive. 

Daschle’s pointed remarks came 
in a speech on the Senate floor. “[Navarre’s] 
tendency to sit and do nothing while 
everything crashes down around him was 
undoubtedly a major factor in the failure 
of our intelligence networks to properly 


deal with information relating to 9/11,” said 
Daschle. 

Navarre — who fumbled four times 
against Notre Dame, is ranked in the bottom 
20 teams in the nation in pass defense, and 


has made only four of twelve field 
goals this season — was only a 
regional scapegoat until two weeks 
ago, when President Bush publicly 
berated him for overthrowing receiv¬ 
ers in an attempt to distract members 
of the press from his true intentions 
toward Iraq. 

“We must conquer Iraq and fill it 
with elves who will brew high qual¬ 
ity sand lager at an affordable price,” 
said Bush, “otherwise... goddammit, 
Navarre, would it kill you to throw 
it TO him instead of his imaginary 
eleven-foot-tall friend? Okay, yeah, 
that one hit him in the hands, but did 
you have to throw it so hard? No! No, don’t 
run the ball on third and long! Navarre!” 
Since the Bush incident, Navarre has been 

See NAVARRE 
page 6 


Billionaire Albino Nazis Boycott 

Michigan Review 



Just weeks after several minority stu¬ 
dent organizations announced a boycott 
of The Michigan Daily, the Billion¬ 
aire Albino Nazi student organization 
announced a boycott of conservative 
paper The Michigan Review on Friday. 

“The Review has gone soft,” said 
Clayton Forrester, president of the Bil¬ 
lionaire Albino Nazis, or BAN. “It used 
to be Pat Buchanan conservative. Now 
it’s only Strom Thurmond conservative. 
Some people might not notice the dif¬ 
ference, but we do.” 

“There’s a lack of diversity at The 
Review that needs to be addressed,” 
continued Forrester. “Sure, they have 
plenty of rich, white Republicans on 
staff. And some wealthy, silvery funda¬ 
mentalists. And they even have a couple mil¬ 
lionaire eggshell fascists. But 100% of the 
billionaire albino Nazi community remains 
ignored. Sure, our community only consists 
of myself and my twin brother Seth, but as a 
student minority group, we deserve to have 
our voices heard!” 

Forrester cited the fact that this year the 


Review has neglected to run any editorials 
addressing the evils of people who aren’t 
billionaires, harmfulness of people who 
don’t want a revolution killing everybody 
who has skin pigment, and pure wickedness 
of the sun. 

In the Review’s crime notes they also 
recently described the suspect in a mugging 


as, “a blond, pink-eyed albino man with 
a swastika tattoo and billions of dollars,” 
which Forrester claims is irrelevant and 
blatantly anti-billionaire-albino-Nazi. 

Review editor James Justin Wilson 
says they are not taking the boycott 
lightly. “Members of BAN make up 
nearly a quarter of our total readers, so 
we take this very seriously.” 

Daily editor Jon Schwartz, whose 
paper is known for consistently misspell¬ 
ing names regardless of race or ethnicity, 
says of the Review boycott, “We encour¬ 
age all BAN members to join the Daily 
staff, as we have always welcomed to our 
staff a wide variety of white people.” 

The minority student organizations’ 
Daily boycott and BAN’S Review boy¬ 
cott have encouraged other boycotts of 
well-known publications. People who watch 
TV have recently boycotted TV Guide , the 
Anderson family has boycotted The Ander¬ 
son Family Newsletter. ; and people who like 
things that aren’t funny have boycotted 
Gargoyle Magazine for not being unfunny 
enough. 
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National News 


Colonel Sanders Deployed to Middle East 

Vows to Pursue Peace, Recruit New Employees 


WEST BANK— Following decades of violent fighting 
and unsuccessful treaties, the Middle East peace nego¬ 
tiations will undergo a major overhaul in the coming 
weeks, as the U.S. has deployed seasoned armed forces 
veteran and fast food connoisseur Colonel Harland 
Sanders into the West Bank to take part in a peace 
forum with high-ranking Israeli and Palestinian offi¬ 
cials. American leaders are eagerly awaiting Colonel 
Sanders’ contribution. 

“I really believe that the Colonel is just what these 
negotiations have been lacking,” commented Attorney 
General John Ashcroft. “He brings to the table some¬ 
thing no other official can bring: finger-lickin’-good 
chicken. And who doesn’t like chicken?” 

“Some of our past negotiators brought finger-lickin’- 
good pork to the table,” continued Ashcroft. “That 
didn’t go over too well.” 

Sanders, 112, began his military service as a private in 
the Spanish-American War in 1896. The young soldier 
quickly gained a reputation for his savage, shameless 
brutality, and his cocaine-and-moonshine-laced fried 
chicken. While the cocaine and moonshine would later 
be replaced by eleven delicious herbs and spices, the 
Colonel never lost his vicious, biting temper and utter 
disregard for human life. Government officials believe 
this makes Sanders the perfect facilitator of peace. 

“Colonel Sanders is a no-frills type of guy,” noted 


anonymous government insider Donald Rumsfeld. “He 
has previous experience in this field, and he knows what 
he is up against. He wants peace and he’s gonna get 
peace by any means necessary. Including violence.” 

A Kentucky Fried Chicken spokesperson issued the 
following statement concerning Sanders’ intentions: 

“Colonel Sanders is deeply passionate about the peace 
process and hopes to work closely with Middle East 
leaders to reach a suitable compromise. He further 
hopes to introduce his tasty “Original-Recipe” chicken 
to a new, vibrant market, extending his restaurant con¬ 
glomerate, and hiring eager employees.” 

Sources confirm that these new employees will be 
incompetent and non-English-speaking and will consis¬ 
tently distribute honey barbecue sauce upon request of 
regular barbecue sauce. 

The Colonel looks forward to adding his role as catalyst 
of peace to a storied history, which includes the sale of 
his multimillion-dollar franchise, his sponsorship of the 
NCAA basketball tournament, and his death in 1980. 

“I am really looking forward to my posthumous nego¬ 
tiations in the Middle East,” exclaimed the jingoistic 
Sanders. “The buckets I bring will not be filled with 
pieces of chicken, but simply with peace. Extra-crispy. 
With potato wedges of harmony on the side. And deli¬ 
cious buttermilk biscuits of metaphors. And probably 
some chicken too.” 


Retarded Man Only Person Surprised by 
Law & Order Plot Twist Implicating Wife 


Following the Tuesday night 
airing of Law & Order ,; the NBC 
series entering its 57 th season, 
local resident Todd Worholtz 
was the only viewer nationwide 
to be surprised by a plot twist 
connecting the defendant’s wife 
to the crime. Worholtz has an I.Q. 
of 43. 

“I must say, I never saw that 
one coming,” Worholtz reported 
minutes after watching the show. 

“There was no reason for the wife 
to be in the episode for the first 55 
minutes, and then the next thing I 
know, she’s in jail, and her hus¬ 
band is completely innocent, and 
was just protecting her the entire 
time. Simply mind-boggling!” 

Worholtz spent the next hour 
trying to replicate the “dum-bum” sound spread 
throughout each episode of Law & Order ,; to no avail. 
He also clapped considerably while blowing bubbles in 
his own saliva. 

Karen Flincher, Worholtz’s caretaker at the Ann Arbor 
Home for the Mentally Handicapped and Pet Grooming 
Center, reports that Worholtz is more easily surprised 
than even her typical retarded resident. 

“Last week three residents swallowed their tongues 
at the end of the show out of the utter tedium of the 
conclusion,” Flincher said. “I mean, you have to be 


really retarded to not see that one 
coming. I remember one episode 
last season when a dog was put on 
trial for dealing cocaine and his 
wife was implicated.” 

Worholtz has a past history of 
being easily surprised. Flincher 
noted that Worholtz expressed 
absolute astonishment at a Gar¬ 
field cartoon in which the cat pro¬ 
fessed to be hungry, an episode 
of Saturday Night Live in which 
Chris Kattan played an apparently 
gay character, and a clear glass 
jar labeled “pickles” that actually 
ended up containing pickles. 

Dr. Damon Cantor, Director 
of the Center for Proving Really 
Depressing Stuff, recently con¬ 
ducted a study to gauge the exact 
dearth of intelligence to which Law & Order is now 
catering. During the study, Dr. Cantor put the question 
to Worholtz: “For what would you be willing to trade 
your gold medal in the Special Olympics: a magic pill 
that would render you no longer mentally retarded, or 
this red Chiclet?” 

Worholtz subsequently chose the Chiclet because “the 
red ones are quite delicious.” 

“That’s just really sad,” Dr. Cantor said before flush¬ 
ing his magic anti-retardation pills down the toilet in 
front of Worholtz. 



e News 


Christina Aguilera Fired By Pimp 

Pop Star Too Slutty to Be A Whore 
Following a spat of stupendously whore-like behavior, Chris¬ 
tina Aguilera was fired Thursday by Reginald Foster, her 
pimp, for being so staggeringly slutty that she was actually 
unappealing as a prostitute. 

“Jea baby, I had cattle dressed in Victoria’s Secret doing 
more business than C[hristina],” said Foster in a press confer¬ 
ence. According to Foster, Aguilera’s apparent ‘dirrtiness’ has 
led clients to conclude that they will not only contract a dis¬ 
ease from her but will instantly combust from some godlike 
amalgamation of sexually transmitted diseases. Foster then 
trotted out various beef cattle dressed in stretched lingerie in 
an attempt to sell their services. 

University professor Trevor Farrington recently held an 
academic conference on prostitution at a street corner on skid 
row. “It appears that Christina Aguilera was so amazingly 
filthy that she then became virginal in her whorelikeness 
before continuing on toward a status of prostitution the likes 
of which mankind has never before known,” Farrington said. 
“It can only be classified as whore 2 .” Farrington is a professor 
of mechanical engineering. 

While Aguilera will certainly miss the $3 per trick she was 
turning while under Foster’s employment, she still foresees 
plenty of opportunity. “Yes, I was a little surprised to be too 
much of a whore to continue having sex for money,” said Agu¬ 
ilera in a prepared statement. “But I still have my music career. I 
feel that I basically have sex with everybody who watches one 
of my videos anyway. And not just in a figurative, ‘they’re really 
getting into my videos’ kind of way. I mean I try to have sex with 
everybody who has ever watched anything I’ve ever been in.” 
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North Campus Bell Tower Acquires Hermit 


The University of Michigan announced Tuesday that it has 
acquired a hermit for the North Campus Bell Tower. This 
news comes on the heels of numerous complaints by stu¬ 
dents that North Campus has nothing to offer except isola¬ 
tion and discontentment. 

“We’re very excited about our new acquisition,” said U of 
M president Mary Sue Coleman. “Our new hermit should 
help give the North Campus an authentic feel that it’s been 
sorely lacking, plus his inherent loneliness and unattractive 
nature make him an ideal fit.” 

The hermit’s duties will include peering at people from 
secluded corners and requesting “sanctuary” when appro¬ 
priate. “We were hoping to acquire a hermit with some sort 
of physical deformity, but unfortunately that was not within 
our budget at this time,” said Coleman. “However, medical 
science has made huge advances in recent years, and our 
biomedical engineering students are confident they can pro¬ 
duce a ‘very scoliosis-like’ effect given enough time. Obvi¬ 
ously we’re extremely anxious to test this new technology.” 

Failing that, other alternatives are available. “If we can’t 
actually give our hermit scoliosis, our theatre guild assures 
us they can construct a prosthetic ‘hump’ that should do just 
the trick. It’s all about appearance,” said Coleman. 

This improvement is the result of a committee formed in 
an attempt to make North Campus less boring and worth¬ 
less. “We carefully selected this idea from among the many 
that our brainstorming team came up with,” said Coleman. 
“Others included improving the Bursley-Baits bus route 
and actually giving North Campus something to do on the 
weekends, but we thought that this would be a better use of 
University funding. Did I mention that we’re giving him a 
hump?” 


Student Wonders How Email Marketers 
Discovered His Impotence, Fetish For 
Naked Midgets 

After checking his email Wednesday, engineering student 
Conner Stetson expressed astonishment that several email 
marketers were directly vending to previously undisclosed 
desires. 

“How did they find out that I have a small penis?” Stet¬ 
son was quoted as saying by his Bursley roommate, Phil 
Mathers, who has stated several times a desire to stay out of 
Stetson-dick-length matters. 

“It’s been limp for so long I didn’t even know it was small,” 
Stetson added, to which he directly added, “SHIT - they 
know about that too!” 

During the next half hour in which Stetson hunched 
furtively over his computer screen placing orders for the 
Peniswinch and Dickto-Bismol, he received several more 
pertinently-placed emails. 

“This whole ‘Information Age’ is really scary,” commented 
Stetson. “I’m not saying I can’t use that herbal miracle cure 
for Hepatitis C or that $19.95 criminal background check to 
see if that Being-A-Huge-Dork conviction is showing up on 
my record, but how far can this go?” 

Stetson’s question was quickly answered when he 
received an offer for midget pornography (with a special 
feature with midget horses), lessons to hypnotize women 
for sexual favors, and a pre-approved VISA card with a 
$100,000 credit line and the needed bankruptcy counseling 
to go along with it. 


Student Not Sure What to Do with Bible 


Andrew Peirson, a University of Michi¬ 
gan junior, accepted a pocket-sized copy 
of the Bible when he passed by the inter¬ 
section of State and South University on 
Wednesday. 

“Sure, um, I guess,” he said to a parishio¬ 
ner from the Church of Christ, Ann Arbor, 
when asked if he would like a copy. 

The slightly confused Peirson con¬ 
tinued walking to class, unsure exactly 
what to do. “I mean, I’m not a Satanist 
or anything,” he said, “but I don’t really 
read the Bible... I’m not, like, real reli¬ 
gious or anything. If some girl was like 
‘Let’s go,’ I wouldn’t tell her she was 
going to hell. Man, I’d go.” 

However, when other students began 
to stare, Peirson began feeling awkward having it in his hand. 
Unfortunately for Peirson, when he attempted to slip it into his 
back pocket, it fell out onto the sidewalk, prompting a chorus of 
shocked gasps and angry mutterings from passers-by. 

“It was such a liability,” Peirson stated later that afternoon. “I 
mean, I felt like I had to be careful with it, and I don’t even know if 
I believe in God. The cover got bent in my backpack, and I felt bad. 
It was ridiculous. And, shit, I use the Lord’s name in vain about 
200 times a day, and normally I don’t care, but man, it was like 


Jesus was watching me. I mean, I know 
he’s ‘always watching,’ but a Bible’s just 
gotta be like a Jesus homing beacon.” 

Peirson later tried to forget about the 
book and threw it on his desk. “It didn’t 
work too well,” he said. “My roommate 
came in, and he was like, ‘What the hell 
is that?’ I couldn’t even respond... I just 
didn’t know how to explain.” 

Now sitting underneath a plant on the 
room's windowsill, the Bible has brought 
about passionate feelings in Peirson. 

“People tell me to just throw it away, 
but I can’t. You can’t just throw away 
a Bible, because Jesus will get you, 
man, he’ll fucking get you. This is all 
those solicitors’ fault. I’m never picking 
up anything again. No more coupon books, free tampons, 
incredibly hilarious and self-effacing student newspapers, none 
of it. I mean, handing out things is a violation of my space and 
my rights.” 

“I swear, the next kindly old man who tries to save my soul is 
going to get a punch in the fucking face,” Peirson said. “And then 
I’m going to stand over that 65-year-old, 100-pound wizened 
man and ask ‘Where’s your God now, God-boy?’ And Jesus 
won’t be able to do anything because I’ll have my Bible.” 



It says something about the plotline 
when they can barely give them away. 
Check our website for a book review! 


Attractive Female Has Been Told, "It's getting 

hot in here," 7318 Times 


LS&A junior Stephanie DeMarcus has 
reportedly been told, “It’s getting hot in 
here,” 7318 times in the past year. 

“It’s getting really confusing,” said 
DeMarcus. “I mean, I can do a pretty good 
job of recognizing changes in temperature. 

Global warming is a significant problem, 
but it hardly affects the temperature of 
a particular room by such a significant 
amount that someone might say, ‘It’s 
getting hot in here.’ I don’t need someone 
telling me each time it gets a little warmer. 

And the way they pronounce the word 
‘here,’ it’s like they’re throwing in an extra 
‘R.’ Maybe it’s some sort of hip new pirate 
lingo that I just don’t get.” 

According to DeMarcus, the first few 
times she heard this statement, she was 
very perplexed, because they occurred in Attractive junior 
very similar settings. DeMarcus would find herself alone, often 
at a party or social gathering, and an unknown male would 
approach her and utter the cryptic statement. Usually, the 
male would make the remark in such a way that DeMarcus felt 
obliged to respond. 

“I could never think of anything to say,” said DeMarcus, a 
biology major. “The best I ever came up with was, ‘I guess you 
better turn the air conditioning on.’ That got a few weird looks 
and some awkward silences.” 

However, in spite of the recent cold weather, the frequency 
of the odd statement has increased exponentially, to the point 
where DeMarcus no longer responds at all. 

“I don’t know what this whole thing means. I’ve been study¬ 
ing agnostic behavior in wolves lately, and the wolves, without 
any verbal communication, can get their message across better 
than the guys I’ve run into.” 



Stephanie DeMarcus 


Philip Sanderson, an engineering 
junior, was reported to have said, “It’s 
getting hot in here,” during a brief 
conversation with DeMarcus Saturday 
night. 

“It’s so obvious. We were just relax¬ 
ing together, and we were alone, so I 
figured, ‘Why not? It’ll be funny, and 
maybe I’ll get lucky.’ So what does she 
do? Makes up some lame excuse and 
leaves. What’s that all about?” 

Sanderson’s friend, James Yurthyle, 
concurs. “She really has some issues. 
What kind of girl doesn’t automatically 
remove all her clothes at the mere men¬ 
tion of any song released by a music 
industry that has made millions propa¬ 
gating materialism and unrealistic 
sexual expectations?” 


“I know!” seconded Sanderson. “It’s like she thinks scant¬ 
ily-clad women dancing provocatively aren’t just dying to get 
with me.” 

“Uh, dude,” whispered his friend. 

“Shhh! Keep it on the dl!” answered Sanderson. 

Stephanie’s friend Carly Pendlebrook is also concerned 
about her friend and the strange situation in general. 

“It’s almost like she’s never heard that song,” says Pendle¬ 
brook. “Maybe her radio, television, computer, and MP3 player 
have been broken for the last year, along with all the electronic 
equipment belonging to her friends and loved ones. That might 
explain it.” 

When asked to comment, rap superstar and pop icon Nelly 
replied, “I have a bandage on my face despite no evidence 
whatsoever of any physical harm. Does anyone else think that‘s 
kind of weird?” 
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Letters and Features 


Letters to the Editor 


All of the following letters are real. If you see your letter 
printed here and would like a bumper sticker, please stop by 
the UAC office and pick one up. Have something you want to 
say or ask? Email us at threeweeks.letters@umich.edu. 

Date: Thursday, October 03, 2002 9:58 AM -0400 
From: D Gary Grady <DGary.Grady@gte.net> 
Subject: Esperanto 

OK, funny fake editorial, but I wonder if the author realizes 
that hardly any Esperanto speakers today are the naive Utopians 
parodied in the piece? Most take up the language simply because 
it’s so easy to learn and surprisingly useful. Nobody thinks it’s 
going to magically create world peace or adequate parking on all 
university campuses. 

Yeah, I know. Everybody thinks it died out years ago. But 
check around: There’s tons of stuff in Esperanto on line, and you 
can even listen to broadcasts over the air (shortwave) or on the 
Internet from the national broadcasting services of countries as 
diverse as Austria, Poland, the Vatican, Cuba, and China. 

D Gary Grady 

Hmm. Apparently, we underestimate the power of Espe¬ 
ranto. To be fair, though, we didn’t think it died out years 
ago. We just figured nobody ever actually used it. 

Date: Thursday, October 03, 2002 9:18 AM -0700 
From: "Donald J. Harlow" 

<donh@donh.best .vwh.net > 

Subject: Esperanto: Lingvo Morgau A a 

Gentlemen — 

I was enthused by the article about Esperanto in the October 
issue from the quill pen of Esperanto scholar and advocate Nor- 
bert Pazloski. In my humble opinion, he hit the nail right on the 
head. If only he had chosen some head other than his own ... 

Note to Norbert: fluency involves not only having an Espe¬ 
ranto dictionary, but knowing how to use it. “Akcio”, of course, 
does mean “share”, but it’s not the kind of “share” that, e.g., 
two people do when jointly horizontal; instead, it’s the kind 
of “share” that has recently been losing value on Wall Street. 
Still, don’t despair; the English language is a real bear, but 
most of us native speaker types figure it out sooner or later. 


Sincerely, 

Donald J. Harlow 

We’re not sure what this guy is talking about, but the fact that 
we got emails from a person in North Carolina and one from 
California about our poor use of Esperanto makes me think 
maybe we shouldn’t make fun of it anymore, because they seem 
to have some sort of alliance where they scour the internet for 
improper Esperantoisms. And we don’t want to piss them off, 
because they might boycott. We’re all wary of boycotts now. 

Date: Tuesday, October 15, 2002 2:12 AM -0400 
From: nrudawsk@umich.edu 
Subject: Great Stuff... 

Hey Guys, 

I can still remember when I came to campus for my first 
orientation and reading a copy of the E3W and thinking to 
myself, “what the fuck is this?” only to start hideously and 
uncontrollably laughing out loud with the reading each article. 
True to form, I still get that Christmas day gleam in my eye 
every time a new issue comes out, and true to form, I still 
laugh the same way I did when I read that very first issue (as 
well as each successive time I read each article). I thoroughly 
enjoy the articles centered around the Fraternities and Sorori¬ 
ties, as well as the articles making fun of the pretentious folk 
that come to campus with brand new Lexus SUVs, 18 North 
Face vests, and size 0, low-rise, black ass-pants (the last issue 
in particular). Please continue to print things centered around 
the aforementioned topics which bring much pleasure to my 
reading experience. No matter what you print, I’m sure I’ll 
find it damn hilarious as always. 

Keep up the good work, 

Nick Rudawski 

Aerospace Engineering Undergraduate 

Material Science and Engineering Undergraduate 

Thanks Nick. To test your theory that no matter what we 
print, you’ll laugh, our next issue will contain nothing but 
the cold hard facts on tuberculosis. Try laughing at that, 
you sick bastard. 


Date: Friday, October 04, 2002 10:27 AM -0700 
From: Aleta Sutterfield 
<aleta _ marie23@yahoo.com> 

Subject: So funny 

Ahh, the unboiled egg story. I am so glad someone at E3W 
remembers that. It was by far the most recockulous thing I 
ever heard at U-M. Except when someone said Pi wasn’t 
3.14159. Blasphemy! 

Love the issue!!! 

I’ve been told pi actually equals 3.14159265358979323 
8462643383279502884197169399375105820974944592. 
Roughly. I don’t believe it, though. 

Date: Wednesday, October 02, 2002 1:16 PM -0400 
From: Jonathan James Bauman 
<baumanj@engin.umich.edu> 

Subject: Smokemon == Jokamel 

Hey, 

While I generally really enjoy the E3W, and find it to be 
very original, I was sort of disappointed with last issue’s 
‘Smokemon” article. Now maybe it’s just coincidence, but 
it seems awfully similar to the “Jokamel” short on TV Fun- 
house a year or two ago. It didn’t really help that this wasn’t 
one of the funnier articles to begin with. 

So what’s the deal? Is this just a crazy coincidence, or are 
you pulling a P. Diddy on us? 

-jon 

It’s the crazy coincidence one. I say that since I have no idea 
what Jokamel is, and also the fact that all I remember about TV 
Funhouse is the dog that chased its tail and said '‘Damn you, 
tail!” a lot. And now I have the “Ambiguously Gay Duo” song 
in my head. 


Email us at 

threeweeks.letters @ umich.edu 


It'd Really Help Me Out If You'd Kill That Other Squirrel Over There 

And that hobo, too, if you have time 


Would you do me a big favor and kill that 
other squirrel over there? What do you 
care? He’s just a squirrel. There are plenty 
more squirrels on this campus. All I’m 
asking is that you kill this one. 

Just walk over there and chuck a rock at 
him. Come over here, I’ll dig up a rock for 
you, and you can chuck it at his head. I’m 
really good at digging. You’re really good 
at throwing. Granted, you throw a bit like 
a girl, but still, a good girl. He’ll never see it coming. You’ll feel 
better about yourself if you kill him. I’ll owe you big time. 

Why kill him? It’s really complex. I don’t have the time to 
explain it. 

How about this: just step on him. You don’t even have to 
kill him. Just mortally wound him and then nature can run 
its course. 

He’s a jerk. He has it coming. 


I’m telling you, you don’t even want to know why. Let’s just 
say it has something to do with an acorn I buried and a certain 
other squirrel digging it back up and eating it. But it’s really too 
complicated to get into here. Just suffice it to say, that squirrel 
over there has a good killing coming and you have killing on 
the mind. 

How do I know that’s the offending squirrel? I mean, don’t 
all squirrels look the same? Well, yes. But there’s a chance he’s 
the one. And let me ask you this: if there’s even a chance he’s 
the one who stole my acorn, how can you, in good conscience, 
pass this chance up? How about this: you do the killing, I’ll do 
the worrying about whether he’s the right squirrel. 

Hey, do you have a car? Because you could run him over with 
it, if you do. Don’t sweat it -1 see it done all the time. People 
drive too fast, they hit a squirrel. They don’t even notice. It’ll be 
our little secret that maybe this one wasn’t so accidental. 

And hey, while you’re at it with that vehicular homicide, 
would you mind running over that hobo over there? Don’t worry 


about it, it’ll be really easy. Just get him twisted a couple times 
around your axle and the next thing you know he’ll be dead. 
Nature will just run its course. You won’t even break a sweat. 
I’ll worry about burying the body. Like I said, I’m really good 
at digging. 

Don’t tell me you want me to waste time explaining - this is 
prime killing time and you’re wasting it. It’s really all too deep 
for you to understand. 

Well, it’s something along the lines of there being a certain 
squirrel who just really hates poor people. Plain and simple 
loathing. But it’s really much deeper than that. There are 
other factors in play here that would just gunk up your kill¬ 
ing-machine mind. So why don’t you just get on with it like 
you said you would and we’ll start our own little bloodbath 
right here. 

Good. Then it’s settled. While you do your killing I’ll go rum¬ 
mage up dinner. How do you like your walnut - squirrel-saliva- 
cleaned or still-mud-covered? 



Squirrelly 

McSquirrel 
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E3W Guide to Friendly Publishing 


Here at the Every Three Weekly, we pride ourselves on our journalistic integrity, 
compassionate treatment of minority issues, and astonishing humility. Recently 
the Michigan Daily has come under fire from minority groups who claim the 
paper does not adequately represent them. The E3W has heard their cry for 
help. In keeping with our tradition of overwhelmingly selfless charity we have 
risen to the call of duty. Here are some helpful tips for the Daily as they dive 
into the world of multicultural reporting. 

• Don’t assume reasonable coverage of major Jewish holidays can be 
fulfilled by re-printing the lyrics to “The Hanukkah Song.” (This is 
especially true on Yom Kippur.) 

• Stop requiring African American staff members to sit in back of the 
nonexistent Daily bus. 

• Use specific and politically correct names when speaking of various 
ethnic or minority groups. Avoid lumping these groups together with 
names like “Them,” “the Others,” “Savages,” or “Rejected Daily 
Writers.” 

• Consider changing tag line to “One-Hundred and Twelve Years of 
Being a Corporate Tool of the Man.” 

• Separate but equal editorial pages may seem like a good idea, but they 
just don’t work in practice. 

• When interviewing Asian student group members, questions such as 
“Why did you assholes bomb Pearl Harbor?” or “What breed of dog 

yields the most tender meat?” may be deemed insensitive. 

• Replace current editor-in-chief with Alan Trammel. 

• To parcel out errors fairly between minority and non-minority related 
articles, simply refuse to proofread or copyedit anything. (Looks like 
you’ve already got this one down. Good start, guys!) 

• Use time machine to travel to an 1864 Georgian plantation where 
opinions are more mainstream. 

• Eliminate editorial column “There is no ‘I’ in ‘column’, but there are 
three in ‘I Hate Indians.’” 

• Replace phrase “the mugger was black” with “the ugger-may was 
lack-bay.” 



• Try to identify minorities with their actual names; calling Jesse Jackson 
“Tito,” Janet Jackson “LaToya,” or Al Sharpton “The Hamburgler” is 

not only unprofessional, but downright rude. 

• When it comes to Israel, it’s impossible to support one side or the 
other without being labeled racist. Therefore, official editorial policy 
should call for the entire area to be turned into a futuristic prison. 

• Consider re-adopting traditional newspaper titles like “Editor” instead 
of the currently-vogue “Massah”. 

• Front-page pictures of unattractive women kissing promote only 
negative stereotypes of lesbians. Instead, scour the Internet for 
pictures of truly attractive women making out and put them in every 
issue. This not only shows sensitivity, but dedication. 

• Try not to have your most prominent minority staff member quit and 
write for the Review. 

• Maybe it would help if there were some black people on the editorial 
page that aren’t in The Boondocks. 

• Bond with multicultural groups by sharing a good, hearty laugh at 
cripples. 


What, I'm Not Quirky Enough For You? 


What, I’m not quirky enough for you? I can’t 
believe you’re breaking up with me after all 
I’ve done for you. If it wasn’t for me you’d 
still be spending every 
weekend sitting in that 
temple of banality 
you call an apartment 
watching football and 
playing Super Smash 
Brothers with your loser 
friends. Don’t forget 
I was the person who 
introduced you to the 
simple joys of wander¬ 
ing through Meijer moving around merchan¬ 
dise. Did the day we relocated Barbie’s dream 
house to the frozen vegetable section mean 
nothing to you? 

What about all of the other quirky experi¬ 
ences we shared? Like the hysterical day we 
tried to cook lobsters and they got loose, only 
to turn up under your couch three weeks later? 
Or the time I caused a scene in Zingerman’s by 
moaning in mock ecstasy. 

Do you remember the quirky and charm¬ 
ing manner in which we met? I furnished you 
with your econ textbook, which I had picked 
up after you dropped it on State Street. While 
your name was written in your book, I didn’t 
just look up your email address on the student 
directory and tell you I was in possession of 


the absent tome that you no doubt missed 
sorely. I could have done that, but it wouldn’t 
have been nearly as eccentrically endearing. 
Instead, I wallpapered the Union with posters 
depicting my stomach bearing a question mark 
and the table of contents from your book that 
I painstakingly crafted at Kinkos. When we 
met at the charming little cafe that I discov¬ 
ered at the corner of South University and East 
University to do the book exchange, I know it 
was the “Clockwork Orange” sticker on my 
Discman that tipped you off to the fountain 
of quirkiness that you had so luckily stumbled 
upon. I know you were utterly smitten when 
it took me half an hour to order my sandwich. 
I knew you had potential when you smiled at 
one of the plethora of “Simpsons” references I 
made that fateful afternoon. 

Since that day we’ve been inseparable, 
except when you wanted to go see mainstream 
movies with like that ghastly Austin Powers 
monstrosity with your jack-ass friends, or 
when I needed to focus on my quirky projects 
for changing the world like breaking into that 
mean guy’s house and fucking with his stuff. 

I helped you fall out of the Gap and into 
those ironic vintage-esque t-shirts from Urban 
on which you’re always getting complements. 
If it wasn’t for me you would have never 
discovered obscure musicians like Pavement, 
Radiohead, or Weezer. Don’t forget I was the 


one who tore down your poster of Van Gogh’s 
“Starry Night” and replaced it with a quirky 
collage composed of a kaleidoscope of free 
AOL CD’s and ads for psychic hotlines. Are 
you saying the hours upon hours we spent in 
euphoric giggles joking about what we could 
ask LaToya Jackson’s psychic meant nothing 
to you? Have you no quirkiness? My God, 
you hadn’t even seen a Kevin Smith movie 
before we met. I introduced you to my small 
but zany group of artsy comrades who don’t 
superficially judge people like your brain dead 
Abercrombie-zombie friends. 

Was I not quirky enough for you? Do you 
expect to find somebody more delightfully 
eccentric than me? Fat chance, normal 
boy. We both know you’ll end up with some 
lame Lisa Kudrow wanna-be who is about 
as unconventional as a Jay-Z song at one of 
your mundane frat-boy parties. You know 
what your problem is? You never realized 
what a great quirky catch I am. By this time 
tomorrow there will be a bleached blond, beret 
clad line of guys around the block waiting for 
chance to just catch a glimpse of the gal whose 
passions are Slurpees and garden gnomes and 
hates the term “pasteurized processed cheese 
product” and getting lint all over her black 
pants and turtleneck. Don’t you worry about 
me. I will survive, as long as I know how to 
love I know I’ll stay alive. 



Nora 

“Esmerelda” 

Wallace 
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Other News 


Five Female Writers Join Staff of E3W: UAC to Provide Mace, Cattle Prods 

Giddy Male Staff Members In For Harsh Reality Check 


The Every Three Weekly 
— Ann Arbor’s most frequently 
published newspaper—has 

announced the addition of ten 
new writers to this year’s staff. 

In keeping with the paper’s 
longstanding “Sensitivity, Tol¬ 
erance, Caring, Love” mission 
statement, this year’s recruits 
are wildly diverse. Along with the first writer who 
only considers engineering his minor , the E3W also 
welcomes five female writers. 

After some initial confusion, the female writers were 
greeted joyously. “I wondered why half of our new 
staffers seemed to be petite hippies with extremely 
well-developed pectoral muscles,” said Editor-in-Chief 


Rich Cantley, “but then I thought 
about my mom and how she had 
long hair and extremely well- 
developed pectoral muscles and I 
said to myself, ‘self, you got some 
females, hooray, females, they 
will be our precious.’ Except I 
said that out loud.” 

The University Activities 
Center, the E3W’s parent organization, has thought¬ 
fully provided the new staffers with mace and cattle 
prods. Nevertheless, excitement is running high 
amongst E3W staffers. “The male-female ratio at the 
last meeting was almost 5 to 1,” said Cantley. “You 
gotta love those odds.” However, celebrations were cut 
short when it was discovered that the female writers 


were not, in fact, exiles from the dating pool. 

“We assumed that they had become outcasts from 
society for one reason or another,” said returning 
writer Kevin Maun. “Stood up at Prom, missing a 
couple fingers, sociopathic killing spree, a tail... 
something. At least then I could have held on to some 
hope.” The new female writers attended their first all¬ 
staff meeting last Tuesday. 

“All of the guys were really friendly,” said new 
female writer Erin Burgoon. “They said they loved 
our ideas and even told us we could bring some of our 
friends to the next meeting, a pajama party at Rich’s 
house. I’m really excited to be on staff, though I 
don’t quite understand why they start off every meet¬ 
ing with a game of ‘Suck and Blow.’ Apparently it’s 
a tradition.” 



NAVARRE 

from page 1 

blamed for an array of offenses he is 
seemingly unconnected to, including 
the struggling economy, Madonna’s 
latest movie, Swept Away, and even this 
year’s baseball strike, which apparently 
did not, in fact, occur. E3W reporters 
are scouring the nation to find some¬ 
one who gives a shit about baseball to 
confirm the presence or absence of said 
strike. 

Meanwhile, blame analysts have 
scrambled to assemble theories as to why 
Navarre is such a perfect scapegoat. “Gee, 
I don’t know, maybe it has something to 
do with the fact that he looks like Lurch 
and runs like a tranquilized water buf¬ 
falo,” said unnecessarily sarcastic blame 
analyst Steven Groat of the Michigan 
business school. “Any appearance 
of Navarre doing anything right, like 


throwing critical, laser-accurate passes to 
Braylon Edwards after avoiding a heavy 
rush, is obviously impossible and can be 
attributed to the mind altering drugs that 
the US government—under orders from 
Navarre, their lord and evil master—has 
polluted our water supply with.” 

Though Navarre has been battered 
from all sides recently, he still has the 
staunch support of his coach, Lloyd Carr. 
“John’s been tremendous,” said Carr, “and 
I find all the criticism of him tremen¬ 
dously disappointing. He’s really made 
tremendous improvements. Tremendous. 
Just tremendous.” 

“Tremendous,” added Carr. 

Carr then sidled up to our reporter 
and attempted to say “tremendous” 
once again, but the reporter wisely 
boxed Carr’s ears and ran away. 



M-Flicks 
Fall Schedule 


I 

Cf/\C i\ 


UNIVERSITY ACTMTIFS CENTER 


8 Mile 


Wednesday, November 6th, 8:00 pm 
Lorch 


The Friday After Next 

Wednesday, November 20th, 8:00pm 
Angell Hall Auditorium A 


American History X 

Friday, November 15th, 8:00 pm 
Natural Science Auditorium 


Chungking Express 

Friday, December 6th, 8:00 pm 
Natural Science Auditorium 


http://www.umich.edu/~uac/m-flicks/ 
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Sports & Entertainment - 

Aliens Surprised to Learn Football Supposed 
to Go Through Uprights 

Aliens also Surprised that Salad Shooter Not Used to Battle Hideous Salad Beasts 



This is a diagram from the Football section of the 
“Gordak IV Traveler’s Guide to Earth” 


GORDAK IV- Nizeeb Trazleboot 
and his wife, Eojah, watched with 
extraordinary pleasure on Saturday 
as the University of Michigan played 
their intrastate rival Michigan State 
University. However, their delight 
was cut short when their son, Scott 
Norwood Trazleboot, informed them 
that under the rules of American 
football, missing a field goal is con¬ 
sidered undesirable. 

“All this time,” said Nizeeb via a 
translator, “our pleasure in viewing 
American football has come from 
observing the great skill it requires 
to miss a key field goal. Today, our 
hearts are saddened by this terrible 
news.” 

Scott, named after the player Mr. 
And Mrs. Trazleboot once considered 
to be the greatest placekicker of all 
time, said his initial reaction to the 
discovery was similar. 

“My first thought was, ‘My par¬ 
ents named me after a loser,’” he 
said. “But then I realized they just 
didn’t know any better. It’s a good 
thing they found out, though. Mom’s 
pregnant, and I overheard her saying, 
‘Philip Brabbs is a good name.’“ 

Eojah remarked, “Yeah, that 


name’s out now.” 

While Earth¬ 
lings may ques¬ 
tion why the 
Gordakians 
believe that a 
missed kick 
is better than 
a kick worth 
three points, it’s 
obvious to the 
Trazleboots. “We 
always figured it 
was to present a 
moral dilemma to 
the place kicker,” 
said Nizeeb. 

‘Three points to 
the team versus 
individual glory. 

On our planet, 
we see individual 
pride as a desir¬ 
able trait, and thus we interpreted the 
missed kick as the ultimate expres¬ 
sion of an individual’s triumph over 
the team concept. We even have a 
saying: ‘There’s no “I” in team, but 
there aren’t a lot of letters in the word 
‘team.” The lack of an “I” is insignifi¬ 
cant.’ It’s not a very good saying, but 


we have another saying: ‘The best 
sayings are bad sayings.’ Which I 
suppose isn’t very good either. But 
anyway, screw the team.” 

At that point, Scott N. Trazleboot’s 
friend and next-door neighbor, Bill 
Buckner Pioxledoob, added, “Yeah, 
screw the team.” 


Pink Can Kick Your Ass 

But You Still Love Her 

In a recent survey of your friends and close relatives, pop 
singer Pink could easily kick your scrawny little ass, no 
matter how tough you think you are. In spite of this, you 
continue to find the dykey pop star attractive, and believe 
that eventually she will change and be a more compassion¬ 
ate pop idol, incapable of 
mopping the floor with your 
milksop butt. 

“I know she can kick my 
ass,” you said last week 
after a few hours of whim¬ 
pering, “but I love her.” 

After an ugly break up 
with the Missy Elliot fan 
club, your friends were 
heartened when you began 
listening to the decidedly 
cowardly but caring Enya, but that relationship proved 
to be only transitional. After being wooed by the ballad 
“Get This Party Started” and explaining to your friends 
that Pink really was different than your last singing hero, 
you began listening to other Pink songs such as “I’m A 
Hazard To Myself, And By Myself I Mean Your Face,” and 
“You Make Me Sick By Bruising My Knuckles With Your 
Teeth.” 

Doctors at the University’s Center For You Being a 
Namby-Pamby attempted to set you up with Christina Agu¬ 
ilera’s music because, although she is a whore (see article 
on page 2), she could never, under any of the thousands of 
computer simulations, kick your ass. 

“It’s just not possible,” said Dr. Richard Jefferson. “We 
ran a scenario in which your ass was placed on a football 
tee, and she still could not kick it. She tried, but she wound 
up missing it and landing on her back when Lucy pulled 
your ass away at the last second. Wa wa wa, wa wa wa.” 



Santana Achieves Status as Giant Radio Slut 


Representatives for Carlos Santana, one of the great 
guitar players of rock’s golden age of the 1960s and 
1970s, announced that the Mexican born musician has 
successfully made the transition from instrumental 
genius to opportunistic pop whore. 

“It is by the Grace of God that I have been able to 
achieve this success,” Santana announced in a writ¬ 
ten statement to the press. “Only through His Divine 
Will have I been able to completely shed my legitimate 
musical heritage and grasp the Grail that is commercial 
success.” 

Santana, whose recent single “The Game of Love” 
with Michelle Branch has been a fixture both on modern 
radio and as a means for inducing vomiting in non-tone 
deaf listeners, first showed glimpses of his transforma¬ 
tion with the album Supernatural , which featured such 
media created stars as Rob Thomas. However, it was 


only after he was introduced 
to the teenybopper genre 
that such a complete meta¬ 
morphosis could take place. 

“True, there were a lot of 
crappy singers on my last 
album,” Santana claims. 

“But there were people on 
there too, like Eric Clapton 
and Dave Matthews, who 
can actually play one or 
more musical instruments 
other than the tambourine. 

It became clear, then, that I 
had to take this even further. 

And I thank God for the gift of Michelle Branch. She 
is ushering in a whole new era of teenybopper that is 


equally untalented as the 
Christinas and Brittneys, 
but also somewhat homely.” 

With the presence of 
Branch, along with Chad 
Kroeger, Seal, and Macy 
Gray, Santana believes he 
has fully found the recipe 
for platinum-selling gar¬ 
bage. 

“This is an album that will 
stand the test of time,” he 
said. “And by that, I mean 
make me a lot of money and 
then be quickly forgotten 
about, like Supernatural. Because money stands the 
test of time. God bless money.” 



Carlos Santana thinking about Michelle Branch and 
the “Game of Love” he’d like to play 


While it is a relief that that the alleged D.C. sniper has been caught, it was a great 
source of material while it lasted. So check out our website for web sniper exclusives! 

www. everyth reeweekly.com 











Fhe Queen of the Ocean 

TITANIC 

The Musical 



LENGTH 882 1/2 FT. OVER 45,000 TONS BEAM 92 1/2 FT. 

TRIPLE-SCREWS 

A Richard DeNardis & Maria Simon Production 
Direction & Musical Direction by Ian Eisendrath 

Choreography by Kellie Drinkhahn Costume Design by Darren Mills 
Lighting Design by Ian Hyatt Set Design by Maria Bryk 

Power Center for the Performing Arts 


Friday, November 22 8p.m. 

Saturday, November 23 8p.m. 

Sunday, November 24 2p.m. 

Adults: $13.00 

Students: $8.00 


TICKETS ON SALE NOW 
ATTHE MICHIGAN LEAGUE TICKET OFFICE 







